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Maestro 


Author's Notes: 

This was a little story directly inspired by Helloween's piece, "Burning Sun". To make a long tale short: the car 
stereo's volume was at about half capacity, all windows were rolled down and an eighteen wheel big-rig rolled 
up beside me. (Well, us, since | can't drive). 

Going at 10 miles per hour and keeping pace with the big rig, "Burning Sun’ literally drowned out the roar of 
that rig next to us. 


And thus, "Maestro" was born 


Maestro 


He wasn't the kind of man many wanted to be associated with. For all that he was a musical genius, this man 
never seemed to smile. His face was a hardened mask of sharp lines, a stern-set mouth and eyes that seemed 
made of ice. They called him cold, unfeeling. They said he pushed his musicians to their limits without remorse. 
Of all the things said about this man, it was never to his face and it boiled down to one pure, distilled fact: 


This man was not happy unless his musicians were playing for him. 
He wasn't happy unless they played. 


Tonight, the concert hall was filled to capacity. Tonight, a concert was to play and it was expected of the 


Maestro to lead, producing only excellence. 


The audience itself was a hard thing to judge: Men and women filed in fully dressed to the nines and by that 
alone, one might expect a formal affair, one fit for a symphony concerto. By the sound of various 
conversations, that is indeed what was expected. They sat down awaiting something refined, perhaps subdued, 
even a little stilted into the formalities known only to the upper-crusts of societal nobility. What they got was 


something else entirely. 

That cold, icy man who seemed never happy stepped silently out onto the stage. Behind him, a small group of 
five followed. Each either carried a single instrument or walked to his place, where larger instruments were 
previously set. 


"Give me perfection!" 


It was their cue. These five men - a mere five men in what was expected to be a hundred-man symphony - 


began to play. 

Thunder rumbled faintly at first from the percussionist, growing in intensity. His drums were first as distant 
thunder, then oncoming hoof beats of a hundred horses. 

Two men held the strings, one carrying a rhythm and his brother leading with a melody. 

Two others made up their places with another pair of strings - oddly shaped lutes from the looks of them - 
and their own voices finished the ensemble. Their music began individually, one by one joining to come together. 


"Percussion. Come out. Frighten me! Bring me thunder!" 


Maestro locked eyes with the percussionist and it lit a fire within. His feet, his hands roared upon the drum 


heads. 

"Strings, more feeling. Make me tremble!" 

Icy blue-grey eyes locked with the string duo next, spurring them to play almost mercilessly. 

"Voices, where are you?! Do you whisper, or do you sing me to my knees?!" 

Maestro's sharp commands took the audience aback - was this man truly so harsh to his musicians? Yet 


when he spoke so and locked eyes with his men, they played harder. They sang with all their might. At 


moments, he gave each section a moment to really shine. 


"Percussion!" 
Thunder rolled through the hall, sending a shiver through the assembled audience. 
"Strings!" 


Harmonies came together, embracing the thundering roar of percussion. The sound alone seemed to turn the 


concert hall into another place. 
"Lead!" 


Hands raced across the strings of strange lutes as if they might die if they let silence near. It took the 
thunder of drums and the howl of strings to new heights, tying itself in with notes that became words. 


"Sing for me!" 


Voices joined the horrifyingly beautiful cacophony of sound to speak of blazing suns, dreams cast to the winds 
of the universe and realised in the span of one heartbeat. They sang with not their voices but with their souls. 
And somehow, when Maestro commanded more, they gave him more. 

At a rising crescendo, the percussionist frowned. A look from Maestro confirmed his fear - Maestro had 
heard the drum head give, producing a somehow deeper sound with a small hole that now resided in the once- 


perfect skin. 


"Percussion! Keep going! You will work with what you now have! Now frighten me, damn it! Make me tremble 


with your sound. Frighten me!" 


It was strange, the audience observed. The drum head had clearly snapped, rendering the instrument useless, 
many thought. How indeed could this man be so cruel, as to force his team to work with a damaged piece? 
How could they respond so readily to this crag of a Maestro who demanded perfection from them without 


remorse? 


"Voices, sing for me! Strings! Come at me. You are going to war, now show me that! Show me you will frighten 


me! Bring me to my knees with your song!" 


Gape in awe at the burning sun, a tangled mesh - insane, divine 


Near infinite, mighty source of a day not bound to end! 


The musicians drove into their song, believing every word they sang. For them, the Maestro drove them 
mercilessly into a place only they were allowed to reach. More than once, none of them saw the audience that 
had come to listen. The audience somehow existed somewhere else. The walls of the concert hall shook with 
the vehemence of their words. They were calling the heavens down to meet them. They were calling down the 


everything, dancing on a precipice Maestro guided them to leap away from. 


"Abandon your fear, Musicians!" he cried to them. "Abandon your fears. You are my musicians, are you not? 


Now fly for me! 


Percussion no longer thundered - it gave a mighty roar as if it had become the sound of a storm. Strings 
were no longer quite so subdued and sweet - they howled with the pain and pleasure of a thousand gods 
holding creation in their hands. The voices no longer merely sang - they breathed the music as life itself, 
telling epic sagas of heroes and heart-breaking tragedies at once. 

Before them all, the audience was non-existent and when it did exist, it sat in stunned silence. This wasn't the 
upper-crust, hundred-man symphony they had come to hear. This was something better, something greater. 
Something more massive than most in their seats could dare to think of. Already some wept with the power 
of what they were hearing. Others added their voices to the Maestro's men and echoed powerful words with 


all they had. 


Gape in awe at the burning sun, a tangled mesh - insane, divine 
Near infinite, mighty source of a day not bound 

A day not bound 

A day not bound fo end! 


The music ended as abruptly as it had begun, letting Silence take its own throne and reign within the hall. It 
was no longer a concert hall to many - the building had melted away, leaving something more profound in its 
wake. It wasn't a concert hall any more. It was the Maestro's Eyrie, the stage his throne and his musicians 
were his heirs. His soldiers. His children. His musicians were his to guide into euphoric joy, most terrible wrath 


or unending grief, whatever his musical whims desired. 
"Ah, musicians!" His whispered cry was the first sign that gave him away: Maestro was moved to tears. 


The concert ended and Maestro fell to his knees. 


